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pounds for it! Your friend does this. He's no son of
mine! I'm going right down to State Street and cut off
every penny of his allowance!"

And she did, and wrote him punctually to that effect,
"beginning," as he afterward declared, "in very plain
English and emphasising her resentment in French, Ger-
man, and Italian, and ending up in Russian, with a
reserve of bitter denunciation, but no more languages to
express it in." She declared that he had "entered on a
slave's life" and her son was not fitted for it.

Mansfield was now on evil days indeed. He moved
into obscure quarters and fought the hard fight. It was
years before he would speak of these experiences. In
fact, he rarely ruminated on the past in the confidences
of either conversation or correspondence. Memory
troubled him little and by the universal equation it with-
held its pleasures. He dwelt in the present with his eyes
and hopes on the future. It was always the future with
him. No pleasure or attainment brought complete satis-
faction. He looked to the past only in relation to the
future, for experience, for example, for what to avoid.

Once when at the meridian of his fame,1 he was asked
to lecture before the faculty and students of the University
of Chicago. For his subject he chose, " On Going on the
Stage." That he might exploit to those before him the
reality of the actor's struggle he lifted for the first time a
corner of that veil of mystery which hung between his
public and his past, and told of these early London days:

"For years I went home to my little room, if fortu-
nately I had one," he said, "and perhaps a tallow dip
was stuck in the neck of a bottle, and I was fortunate if I
had something to cook for myself over a fire, if I had a
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